FEET OP CLAY

deceived Gabriel, either with old lovers, or with men she had just met:
but these memories were no counter-balance to the weight of her suffer-
ing, nor did they induce in her the calming memory of real physical
pleasure. Gabriel had been the first man to satisfy, and for so long a
time, that sensual violence in her which, in the past, had driven her to
avid and ill-regulated experiments. She loved his muscles, his skin and
the sheer physical weight of him.

"The swine! What an idiot I've been!" She considered, but only
for a moment, committing suicide in the church during the marriage
ceremony. She had an appalling headache and her blood seemed to be
hammering against her skull.

She was assailed with a terrible desire which annihilated her pain,
or rather replaced it, which attacked her body with a ball of fire, a
spinning sun like a Catherine wheel. She clenched her teeth; she pressed
together her crossed, her welded thighs, till the muscles seemed to burst.

And suddenly she felt the shock of the spasm tear through her body,
like lightning touching the top of the conductor on its way to lose itself
in the earth.

Sylvaine started up, scared, her eyes wide, as if she had just made a
discovery.

Then she fell back, shaken with sobs, her beautiful copper hair spread
out between the jewel-case, the cheque and the photograph.

DC

Every morning, towards eight o'clock, a big black Rolls Royce glided
out of the huge gateway of the Schoudler house in the Avenue
de Messine and slid away towards the Boulevard Haussmann. The
passers-by, whose eyes were caught by one of the most expensive cars
in the world, saw two children sitting in the back. In their glass cage,
amid the pale upholstery, the arm-rests and the flask-holder, they
looked like two dwarfs of princely rank.

The car came to a halt in the Rue de Ponthieu, in front of the
Convent des Oiseaux; the chauffeur, removing his cap, came round
to open the door, and a little girl, who was not yet fourteen, got out.

"Half-past eleven, Albert," she said loudly to the servant, though it
was a pointless remark except to impress her little friends who were
arriving at the same time.

Then to the little boy, who was still sitting in the car, she cried:
"See you later, Jean-Noel"

"See you later, Marie-Ange," her twelve-year-old brother replied.

The car went on towards Passy and dropped Jean-Noel at the en-
trances of the little Lycee Jeanson de Sailly.

This time the chauffeur did not leave Hs seat. Jean-Noel with a
gesture he endeavoured to make casual, slarnmed the heavy door and,
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